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ought to be cooked for the white strangers' satisfaction;
the only trouble was, which ?

But presently some charming girls in leaves and coral,
carrying cooking-pots, came tittering out from behind
the bushes; and one of them, who looked about
eighty-five, and evidently had had sons of her own, took
in the situation, and led the travellers away to a hut
village.

There they were given yams and fish and wild honey
and turtle eggs, and some mixtures about which it is
probably well not to enquire. The natives got quite
interested to see how much they could eat; the old lady,
in particular, took a delight in showing off her finds,
and some younger, ones became slightly embarrassing
in the ardour of their attentions.

" I didn't want to spoil you fellows' appetites/' the
sergeant-pilot said when they had all finished eating.
" But, of course, they may be fattening us up."

But they weren't. Evidently there are good cannibals
and bad cannibals, and these were the former. After a
good deal more sign-language, in which the old lady
acted as a mother to them, the castaways indicated their
urgent desire to tget back to Australia, home'and glory.
They were put in big log boats, manned by native oarsmen,
and run about ninety miles back to a distant point on
the mainland, the centre of a native fleet that sang so
dreadfully that the travellers want to hear nothing but
chamber music for the rest of their lives.

The armada cast anchor at a Mission Station, where
an elderly missionary received the airmen with the greatest
hospitality. He had not seen any white men for over a
year, and pressed them to stay as long as they wished.